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Carol was more mature as a bride than she is now. Or maybe
it just seems that way in retrospect I'm now inclined to wonder
whether Carol wasn't in search of a doting protector rather than a
fallible, average husband when she married me. Her father, only
moderately prosperous, indulged both his daughters to a ridiculous
extent
My father died when I was eleven years old, just as the national
depression was beginning. He left a sizable estate, around $200,000.
Inside a few months his investments were wiped out, and my
mother was faced with the problem of providing food, clothing, and
shelter for me and my three small sisters. She supported us by bru-
tally hard work—harder work than Carol can conceive of—with
very little help from me. Overnight, you might say, I was pitch-
forked from childhood into becoming the man of the family. Until
my father died, I, too, was indulged. Possibly because I was out-
numbered by the girls, my father treated me as his special companr
ion. We often went hunting and fishing together; he thought noth-
ing of traveling several hundred miles over a week end* As I look
back, it seems as though one Saturday my father and I were riding
off somewhere in a sporty, expensive car, and the next Saturday I
was walking to save streetcar fare. I should be ashamed to admit it,
but I stifl dream of owning a high-powered automobile some day,
although I don't suppose I ever wiE.
I went to work in a grocery store. I unloaded fresh produce in the
early mornings before school opened and in the evenings I deliv-
ered groceries at five cents a delivery. Each payday I handed my
earnings, four or five dollars, to my mother. She offered to return an
allowance to me but I wouldn't take it, preferring to hear her praise
my unselfishness.
Although I was always pressed for tinae to study, I was expected
to set a good example for my sisters and keep my school grades
high. I will never forget my mother's shock, the look on her face, the
day I brought home a report card with a C in arithmetic. I didn't

